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4 11 a happy a thing 
Is having a King, 


That tenderly feels if our woes, 
How. well we are fed, 

How well we are led, 
Ah! prettily led by the noſe, | 


The King, I am ſure, 
Is all that is pure, 
But then ſire the devil is in t, 
There's P— at the helm, 
A ſinking the realm, 
And finking us all in mint. 


Yet bluff Mr. Million, 
Thinks P— his poſtillion, 
Is driving on wonderful well, 
But how can it be, 
| Is a myſtery to me, 
I think he his driving to hell 


But ſay what you will 
P. taxes us ſtill, 
Our tea, our wine, and our drams; 
They have taxed our light, 
By day and by night, | 
And our Lawyers, poor innocent lambs, 
From the the ſoal that we tread, ' 
To the hat on our head, 
We are ſpangled all over with duties, 
O that all the ſwine, 
Could ſee how they ſhine, | 
They'd huzza our P— for their beauties. 


Soon as we cry ba, 
| There's a tax for to pay, 
1 This ſeems like tyrannical laws : 
Io be laid in the grave, 
A tax they muſt have, 
But then we got free from their chuws. 


This taxation work, 

It bites like a ſhark, 
Enough for to make us to frown, 

We muſt not wear, | 
White duſt in the hair, | 
Till a yellow boy we have paid down. 


This tax will define, 
And tell who are ſwine, | 

By the powdered hair or the wigs ; 
If powder'd you are, 

I vow and declare, 

You are nothing but P—'s guinea Digs, 


Come now, {weet fair, 
Don't powder your hair, 

As a lover and friend I adviſe, 
We love you plain tuft, 

| Without being puft, 

But only look ſweet with your eyes. 


O rulers of ſtate, . 

Your wiſdom is great! 
'Tis S — by invention of tax, 
4 But old Johnny Bull, 

3 Looks ſulkey 1 dull, * 
4 1 | And has dr on > 5 and AX, wy 
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